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IV

Many swarms of wild bees descended on our fields:
Stately stood the wheatstalk with head bent high .
Big of heart we laboured at storing mighty yields,

Wool and corn, and clusters to make men cry !        40
Hand-like rushed the vintage;   we strung the bellied

skins

Plump, and at the sealing the Youth's voice rose :
Maidens clung in circle, on little fists their chins ;
Gentle beasties through pushed a cold long nose.
God ! of whom music
And song and blood are pure,
The day is never darkened
That had thee here obscure.

Foot to fire in snowtime we trimmed the slender shaft:
Often down the pit spied the lean wolf's teeth          50
Grin  against  his will,  trapped   by   masterstrokes  of
craft ;
Helpless in his froth-wrath as green logs seethe 1
Safe the tender lambs tugged the teats, and winter
sped
Whirled before the crocus, the year's new gold.
Hung the hooky beak up aloft the arrowhead
Reddened through his feathers for our dear fold.
God ! of whom music
And flong and blood are pure,
The clay is never darkened
That had thee here obscure.                           60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